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Malediction Against the Alphabet 
aka the Dishwasher’s View on Supper 


so why is there nothing, instead of something? 
oh, why anything, instead of something? 
it’s just like him of it to be, 


they paid mr christ a lot more than 30 pieces of silver you know 
whens the last time anyone got 30 pieces of silver, just for loving? 


me? 
i must overstand, if anything, 
but i know what they say 


you can ask mosquito’s servant! 

- an egoist with eyes closed like an eclipse - 
ask the you eff ohs! 

real non-existence has never been tried 
except tonight, by us 


they’ve been talking about it for a long time 
on that eternal sojourn, 


as worlds slip around under the old words. 
anyone who really understood 

is so far away by now, 

and we are so far away too... 


pass me the bowl of nothing? 


A Nothing Filthy Contaminated and Incomplete 


wonder why 
when they discuss the holy 
they don’t get right to it and speak of the hole: 


men go looking for it and fall in, 

all the way down and all the way up- 

mechanically separated, 

the pieces carried into heaven and hell to be processed differently. 


and i think 

of that white light 

and some damn hippy lyrics saying, 
roughly, 

that we can’t see 

because the sunlight is ceaseless 
and there are no shadows in heaven 


so let us hear of the unblemished walls 
and the bleached wood that does not grow 
in an immaculate garden; 


let the limbs beneath the earth 
who also do not see 

hear of the great light of heaven, 
and abandon all hope! 


i said then i wish to never turn away 
from a cranefly or bit of hay 
who would teach me 


it is so pleasant to be falling free 

into an endlessly sinking froth 

which forever dies, ends, 

foams from the mouth 

and floats on a heavy black sea above 


my curled up body reclines a cloud 

so bright i think they must be 

someone truly shining with beautiful knowledge, 
who is now exploded like a glorious piece of popcorn 


but maybe they were just an asshole, too. 


and yet again, maybe i do hear unworded 
near-insects making the noise in night, 
and every needle of every pine does 
scream messiah, i am the savior, 

iam satan the great deceiver, 

iam perfection in regress, 

at the point of the end - 

the angels don’t dance like you 


You Won't Even Feel It 


a god beyond life, obviously, yes, 
but here’s where i get confused 


i was very tired last year. 

was he on the bed choking last words? 
i don’t remember 

but we must have all been there 


i thought, perhaps, 
we were holding our breath. 
was it only the corpse-stink? 


was it only that he lived, 
(with a d at the end,) like anyone? 


oh, more than kind old death 
i fear him in the womb 


Moonwalking to Samsara 


i've seen fields of salt 
where the ocean picked up and left 
not to return this year 


ihad a dream 

where let alone cashless 

and never mind your microchip! 

they altogether did away with currency 


and we were obliged to deal with the true value: 


heavenly tallies of merit 

longer than the sky was wide... 

capitals got nothing on the uncoded virtue 
that groans and seethes in a thinking machine 


they dug it up, 

they cut it up, 

they dig it up 

and already it’s sold 


Hater is the First Part of His Name 


arranged in shapes of a queasy abacus, 
crows rearrange mathematics 
on a quartet of thick lines carrying blood, or power. 


they fidget on the wire, 

resting for mere seconds. 

they give it away dancing: 
“what you see of us, is illusion” 


as beads they do not sum, 
their path has not begun to begin to close. 


they dispel theorems in a lick of wind, 


saying 
pass through knowledge like grass in thunderstorm! 


and like a cottonwood, bared and broken by the thunderstorms! 


Improbabilities, Maybe In Fall We Passed Unseen 


the divine? itty bitty! here at hand, pry my suffering 
visible but barely. from my cold dead hands. 
take a close look at exactly the right speck take what you may, 

my hands for your meal 
or you know what, don’t. or for your hands on this 
isn't that god playing hide and seek with mother rot, asking, the first day of winter 


would you just forget me among the ten thousand gnats? 
if you want a purpose, there it is 


and maybe this society is salvable by seven billion buddhas 

devoted wholly to a holy freedom. but maybe they’re as useless as us, 
hiding near freeways under grey tarps with seeds for dinner - 
blessedly not spoiling enlightenment for anyone who's put it off 


